JOB WOULD KEEP HIM BUSY

QGreenhorn Sallor Realized the Captaln
Had Given Him a Big
Contract.

In the height of the recent wheat tu
mult Broker Patten, dlscussing the
government's wheat estimates with »
reporter, sald calmly:

“But some of the men the govern
ment takes its figures from are greem
horns. Perfect greenhorns. As bad
as the Dutch sallor, you know.

“The captain sald to the sallor
when the ship came to port:

“‘Take a boat, run ashore and buy
two dollars’ worth of vegetables.'

“The sallor didn't know what vege
tables were, so as soon as he struch
land he sald to a "longshoreman:

“*What Is vegetables, mate?

“‘Oh, dried peas, for Instance,’ the
flongshoreman answered.

“So the Dutch sallor spent his twe
dollars on a huge sack of dried peas

“When he drew near the ship agale
with his load the captaln called him
from the bridge:

“‘Well, have you got those vege
tables?”

“*Aye, aye, sir,” sald the sallor.

“‘Then, sald the captain, ‘hand
them up to cookie one at a time.'

“‘Shiver my timbers!" sald the

sallor, ‘I've got a job befaore me now
and no mistake!”

SORE EYES CURED.

Eye-Balls and Lids Became Terribly
Inflamed—Was Unable to Go About
~—All Other Treatments Failed, But

Cuticura Proved Successful.

“About two years ago my eyes got
In such a condition that I was unable
to go about. They were terribly in-
flamed, both the balls and lids. 1
trled home remedies without rellef.
Then I decided to go to our family
physician, but he didn't help them.
Then I tried two more of our most
prominent physiclans, but my eyes
grew continually worse. At this time
a8 friend of mine advised me to try
Cutlcura Ointment, and after using It
about one week my eyes were con-
slderably Improved, and in two weeks

they were almost well. They have
never given me any trouble since and
I am now sixtvfive years old. Ishall |
always praise Cuticura, G. B. Halsey,
Mouth of Wilson, Va., Apr. 4, 1908."
Potter Drug & Chem. Corp., Bole Props., Boston I

Great Improvement.

The patient told the doctor all his
symptoms. At the end of the recital
the medical man looked severe.

“My dear sir,” he sald, “you must
gradually give up whisky and soda."

Some months later he met the ps
tlent and Inquired whether the advice
bad been followed.

“To the letter,” replled the patlent,
beaming. “Why, 've already given up
soda completely!™

THIRD
OPERATION

PREVENTED

By LydiaE.Pinkham's Veg-
etable Compound |

Chicago, Il — “I want to tell you |
what Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable |
Compound did for me. I was so sick
that two of the best doctors in Chicago
said I would die if I did not have an

operation. I had
| already bad two
operations, and

{ the{ wanted me to
go through a third
one. Isufferedday
and night from in.
M flammation and a
d small tumor, and
{ never thought of
seeing a well da,
aqaln. A frien
4 told me how Lydia
. E. Pinkham’s Veg-
etable Compound had helped her, and
I tried it, and after the third bottle
was cured.”— Mrs. ALVENA SPERLING,
11 Langdon SBtreet, Chicago, Il

If you are ill do not drag along at
home or in your place of employment
until an operation is necessary, but
build up the feminine system, and re.
move cause of those distressi
aches and Eﬂins by taking Lydia
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, made
from roots and herbs,

For thirty years it has been the stan.
dard remedy for female ills, and has
positively restored the health of thou.
sandsof women who have been troubled
with displacements, inflammation, ul
ceration, ibrold tumors, irregularities,

riodic pains, backache, bearing-down
y:ellng. tulency, lndfmastlon, dizzi.
ness, or nervous prostration. Why
don’t you try it?

SICK HEADACHE
CARTERS

Positively cured by
these Little Pills.

They also relleve Dis
tress from Dyspepaia, In
digestion and Too Hearty
Eatlng. A perfect rem.
edy for Dirtionesa, Nau
sen, Drowsiness, Bad
Twastein the Mouth, Conte
ed Tongue, Pain In the

e

They regulnte the Bowala. FPurely Vegetabia

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE,

o] Genuine Must Bear

“RI&HS Fac-Simile Signature
IVER
PILLS.
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LLUSTRATIONS BY JAY WALTERS
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SYNOPSIS, .

The story opens with the shipwreck of
the stenmer on which Miss Genevieve
Leslie, an American helress, Lord Win-
thrope, an Englishman, and Tom Blake,
a brusque American, wers pARssengers.
The three were tossed upon an uninhab-
fted island and were the only ones not
drowned, Hlake recovered from u drunk-
en stupor. Blake, shunned on the boat,
because of his roughness, becames a hero
as preserver of the helpless pair. The
Englishman was suing for the hand of
Miss Leslle. Blake started to swim back
to the ship to recover what was left.
Blake returned safely. Winthrope wasted
his last matech on a clgarette, for which
he was acored by Blake. Their first meal

was a dead fish, The trio started a ten
mile hike for higher land. Thirst at-
tacked them. Blake was compelled to
carry Miss Leslle on account of weari-
ness, He taunted Winthrope, They en-
tered the jungle. That night waa passed
roosting high in a tree. The next morn-
ing they descended to the open again,

CHAPTER VI.—Continued.

‘How wide is it?” inquired Win-
thrope, gazing at his swollen hands,

“About 300 yards at high tide, May
be narrower at ebb."”

“Could you not bulld a raft?" sug-
gested Miss Leslie.

Blake smiled at her simplicity, “Why
pot a boat? We've got a penknife.”

“Well, then, 1 can swim."”

“Bully for you! Guess, though, we'll
try something else. The river is chuck
full of alligators. What youn waiting
for, Pat? We haven't got all day tr
fool around here.”

Winthrope twisted the ereeper akout }
his leg and slid to the ground, doing)
all he could to favor his hands. He
found that he could walk without pain,

and at once stepped over beside
Blake's club, glancing mnervously
around at the jungle.

Blake jerked up the end of the

creeper, and passed the loop about
Miss Leslie. Before she had time to
become frightened he swung her over
and lowered her to the ground lightly
as a feather, He followed, hand under
hand, and stood for a moment beside
her, staring at the dew-dripping foll-
age of the jungle. Then the remains
of the night's quarry caught his eye,
and he walked over to examine them.

“Say, Pat,” he called, “these don't
look like deer bones. I'd say—yes;
there's the feet—it's a plg”

“Any tusks?"’ demanded Winthrope.

Misg Leslie looked away. A heap of
bones, however cleanly gnawed, is not
a pleasant sight. The skull of the
animal seemed to be missing; but
Blake stumbled upon it in a tuft of
grass and kicked it out upon the open
ground. Every shred of hide and
gristle had been gnawed from it by the
jackals; yet if there had been any
doubt as to the creature's identity
there was evidence to gpare in the sav-
age tusks which projected from the
jaws.

“Je-rugnlem!” observed Blake; “thls
old boar must have been something
of a scrapper his own sell.”

“In India they have been known to

kill a tiger. Can you knock out the
tusks?"
“What for?"

“Well, you sald we had nothing for
arrow points—"

“Good boy! We'll einch them and
ask questions later.”

A few blows with the club loosened
the tusks. Blake handed them over to
Winthrope, together with the whisky
flask, and led the way to the half-
broken patch through the thicket. A
free use of his club made the path a
little more worthy of the name, and®
as Lhere was less need of haste than
on the previous evening, Winthrope
and Mliss Leslie came through with
only a few fresh seratches. Once on
open ground again, they soon gained
the fallen palms,

At a word from Blake, Miss Leslie
hastened to fetch nuts for Winthrope
to husk and open. Blake, who had
plucked three leaves from a fan palm
near the edge of the jungle, began to
split long shreds from one of the
huge leaves of a cocoanut palm. This
gave him a quantity of coarse, stiff
fiber, part of which he twisted in a
cord and used to tie one of the leaves
of the fan palm over ber head.

“How's that for a bonnet?' he de-
manded,

The improvised head.gear bory so
grotesque a resemblance to a rec-nt
type of picture hat that Winthron ef
could not repress a derisive laugh
Miss Leslie, however, examined the
hat and gave her opinion without a
sign of amusement. *“I think it is
splendid, Mr. Blake. If we must go
out in the sun again, it is just the thing
to protect one.”

“Yes, Here's two more I've 1xed for
you. Ready yet, Winthrope?"

The Englishman nodded, and the
three sat down to their third feast of
cocoanuts, They were hungry enough
at the start, and Blake added no little
keenness even to his own appetite by
& grim joke on the slender prospects
of the next meal, to the effect that If
in the meantime not eaten themselves
they might possibly find their next
meal within a week.

“But If we must move, could wa not
take some of the nuts with us?" sug-
gested Winthrope.

Blake pondered over this as he ate,
and when fully satisfied he helped him-
self up with his club he motioned the
others to remain seated.

“There are your hats and the
strings,” he sald, “but you won't need
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Stopped to Survey the Coast Beyond.

pect along the river, and while I'm
gone, you can make a try st stringing
nuts on some of this leaf fiber.”

“But, Mr. Blake, do you think it's| grove screen.

feeble out-suck of the ebb. On their
right they had a sweeping view of the

| river, around the flank of the man-

Blake halted at the

quite safe?” nsked Miss Leslle, and| edge of the water and half turned.

she glanced from him to the jungle.
“Safe?” he repeated. “"Well, noth-
ing ate you yesterday, If tha.'s any-

thing to go by. It's all I know
about it."

He did not wait for further protests.
Swinging hi=s club on his shoulder he
started for the break in the jungle

which markcd the hippopotamus path,
The others looked at each other, and
Miss Leslie zizhed. “If only he were
a gentleman!” she complained.

Winthrope turned abruptly to the
cocoanuts.

CHAPTER VIL

Around the Headland.

" was mid morning before
Blake reappeared, He came
from the mangrove swamp
where It ran down into the sea. His
trousers were smeared to the thigh
with slimy mud; but as he approached
the drooping brim of hig palm-leaf hat
failed to hide his exultant expression.
“Come on!" he called. “I've struck

We'll be over in half an hour”
“How's that?" asked Winthrope,
“Bar,” answered Blake, hurrying
forward. “Sling on your hats and get
into my coat agaln, Miss Jenny. The
sun's hot as yesterday. How about
the nuts?"

“Here they are, Three strings; all
that I fancied we could carry,” ex-
plained Winthrope.

“All right., The big one is mine, I
suppse. I'll take two, We'll leave
the otlker. Lean on me if your ankle
Is stil] weak.”

“Thanks; I can make it alone, But
tnust we go through mud like that?"

“Not on this side, at least, Come
i We don't want to miss the ebb.”

Blake's impatience discouraged
further inquiries. He had turned as
b2 spoke, and the others followed him,
walking close together. The pace was
sharp for Winthrope, and his ankle
soon began to twinge, He was com-
pelled to accept Miss Leslie's Invita-
tion to take her arm. With her help
he managed to keep within a few
yards of Blake.

Instead of plunging Into the man-
grove wood, which here was under.
grown with a thicket of giant ferns,
Blake skirted around In the open un-
til they came to the seashore. The
tide was at its lowest, and he waved
his club towards a long sand pit which
curved out around the seaward edge
of the mangroves, Whether this was
part of the river's bar or had been
heaped up by the eyclone would have
been bevond Winthrope's knowledge
had the question oceurred to him. [t
wis enough for him that the sand was
smooth and hard ns a race track.

Presently the party came to the end
of the spit, where the river water rip-

it,

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES. | them now. 1'm going to take a pros | Pled over the sand with the lasl

“Close up,” he said. “It's shallow
enough; but do you see those logs
over on the mud-bank? Those are al-
ligators.” -

“Mercy—and you expect me to wade
among such creatures?” cried Miss
Leslie,

“l went almost across an hour ago
and they didn’t bother me any. Come
on! There's a wind in that cloud out
seaward., Inside half an hour the
surf'll be rolling up on this bar like
all Nlagara.™

“If we must, we must, Miss Gene-
vieve" urged Winthrope. “Step behind
me and gather up your skirts., It's
best to keep one's clothes dry In the
troples.”

The girl Linshed, and retained his
arm.

“1 prefer to help you," she replied.

“Come on!" called Blake, and he
splashed out into the water.

The others followed within arm's-
length, nervously conscious of the
rows of motionless reptiles on the
mud-Aat, not 100 yards distant.

In the center of the bar, where the
water was a trifle over knee.deep,
some large creature came darting
downstream beneath the surface and
passed with a violent swirl between
Hlake and his companions. At Miss
Leslie's scream, Blake whirled about
and jabbed with his club at the sup-
posed alligator,

“Where's the brute?
you?" he shouted.

“No, no; he went by!" gasped Win-
thrope. “There he s!"

A long bony snout, fringed on either
side by a row of lateral teeth, was
flung up Into view,

“Sawfish!” sald Blake, and he waded
on across the bar without further com-
ment,

Miss Leslle had been on the point
of fainting. The tone of Blake's volce
revived her instantly,

There were no more scares, A few
minutes later they waded out upon a
stretch of clean sand on the south
of the river. Before them the beach
lay in a fattened curve, which at the
far end hooked sharply to the left and
appeared to terminate at the foot of
the towerlng limestone cliffs of the
headland, A mile or more inland the
river jungle edged In close to the
cliffs; but from there to the beach the
forest was separated from the wall of
rock by a little sandy plain, covered
with ereeping plants and small paims,
The greatest width of the open space
was hardly more than a quarter of a
mile,

Blake paused for a moment at high-
tide mark, and Winthrope Instantly
squatted down to nurse his ankle,

“l say, Blake,” he sald, “can't you
find me some kind of a cruteh? It is
oply a few yards around to those
troas.”

“Good Lord! you haven't been fool
enough to overstraln that ankle— Yes,

Has he got

you have. Dammit! why couldn't you
tell me before?”

"It did not feel so paluful in the
water."

“l helped the best [ could,” inter
posed Miss Leslle. "I think if you
could get Mr., Winthrope a erutch—"

“Crutch!” growled Blake. "How
long do you think [t would take me tc
wiade through the mud? And look at
that cloud! We're In for a squall
Here!"

He bhanded the girl the smaller
string of cocoanuts, flung the other up
the beach and stooped for Winthrope
to mount his back. He then started
off along the beach at a sharp trot
Miss Leslie followed as best she
could, the heavy cocoanuts swinging
about with every step and bruising her
tender body,

The wind was coming faster than
Blake had calculated. Before they had
run 200 paces they heard the roar of
rain-lashed water, and the squall
struck them with a force that almost
overthrew the girl., With the wind
came torrents of rain that drove
through their thickest garments and
dréenched them to the skin within the
first half-minute,

Blake slackened his pace to a walk
and plodd?ﬂ sullenly along beneath
the driving downpour. He kept to the
lower edge of the beach, where the
sand was firmest, for the force of the
falling deluge beat down the waves
and held in check the breakers which
the wind sought to roll up the beach.

The raln storm was at its height
when they reached the foot of the
cliffs. The gray rock towered above
them 30 or 40 feet high. Blake de-
posited Winthrope upon a wet ledge
and straightened up to scan the head-
land. Here and there ledges ran more
than balf-way up the rocky wall: in
other places the crest was notched by
deep clefts; but nowhere within sight
did elther offer a continuous path to
the summit. Blake grunted with dis-
gust,

“It'd take a fire ladder to get up this
side,” he said. “We'll have to try
the other, If we can get around the
point, I'm going on ahead. You ecan
follow, after Pat has rested his ankle.
Keep a sharp eye out for anything In
the flint line—quartz or agate, That
means fire. Another thing, when this
rain blows over, don't let your clothes
dry on you, I've got my hands full
enough without having to nurse you
through malarial fever., Don't forget
<he cocoanuts, and if I don't show up
by noon save me some.”

He stooped to drink from a pool in
the rock which was overflowing with
the cool, pure rainwater, and started
off at his sharpest pace, Winthrope
and Miss Leslie, seated side by side
in dripping migery, watched him swing
away through the main without energy
enough to call out a parting word.

Beneath the cliff the sand beach
was succeeded by a talus of rocky
debris which in places sloped up from
the water 10 or 15 feet. The lower
part of the slope consisted of bowlders
and water-worn stones, over which the
surf, reinforced by the rising tide,
was beginning to break with an angry
roar.

Blake plicked his way. quickly over
the smaller stones near the top of the
slope, now and then bending to snatch
up a fragment that seemed to differ
from the others. Finding nothing but
limestone he soon turned his atten-
tion solely to the passage around the
headland. Here he had expected tc
find the surf much heavier, But the
shore was protected by a double line
of reefs, so close in that channel be-
tween did not show a whitecap. This
was fortunate, since In places the talus
bere sank down almost to the level of
low tide. Even a moderate sur{ would
have rendered farther progress im-
practicable,

Another 100 paces brought Blake to
the second corner of the cliff, which
jutted out In a little point. He clam:
bered around it and stopped to sur
vey the coast beyond, Within the last
few minutes the squall had blown
over and the rain began to moderate
its downpour. The sun, bursting
through the clouds, told that the
storm was almost past, and Its flood
of direct light cleared the view.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Canal That Russia Needs.

Russia‘s ministry of ways and com:
munieations has appointed a board of
engineers to make preliminary sur
veyas for the long-projected canal to
connect the Baltlic with the Black sea
The canal, in the making of which sav-
eral rivers will be turned to account,
will have its northern end at Riga on
the Gulf of Riga, 309 miles southwast
of 8t. Petersburg, while the southern
end will be Kherson, on the right
bank of the Dnleper, and 92 milles
east-northeast of Odeasa. When this
project is completed Russia may move
her own ships to and from the Black
sea without asking permission.

A Little Learning.
Earnest Female—Professor,
yon are a great ornlthologist,

I hear

Professor—1 am an ornithologist
madam.
Earnest Female—Then could you

kindly tell me the botanical name for
a whale?

WOMEN SUFFER NEEDLE

Many Mysterious Aches and Pa
Easily Cured.

Backache, pain through the
dizzy spells, headaches, nervoy
bloating, etc
troubles that
monly come
sick kildneys.
mistake the ¢
Doan's Kldney
have cured
sands of wom
flicted In this
by curing the|
neys. Mrs.
Foresman, 1
L h 8St, Canon City, Colo,,
“Three years I suffered with rh
tism, dropsy and kidney comp
and became utterly helpleas, I fo
lief after using two or three box
Doan's Kidney Pills and kept on
cured. Doan's Kidney Pllls
been a blessing to me.”

Sold by all dealers. 60 cents
Foster-Mllburn Co., Buffalo, N,

WERE BOTH OF MIXED B

Points of Resemblance Between
lishman and Cowboy, as th
Latter Understood It.

“The countess de Pourtales w
New York Lorillard,” sald a New
tobacconist. “So on both sides
course, she has blue blood. Yet sh
without false pride.

“At a recent tobacco men's con
tlon a director told me of a rem
the countess made in Biarritz to
arrogant Englishman,
© “This fellow boasted of his ances
The countess sald that sort of
wouldn't be understood In the
west. She sald an Englishman
to a Texas cowboy once:

“‘l have Tudor blood in my ve
on the maternal side and through
father's family I am a Plantagane

“‘ls that so?” sald the cowh
brightening with keen Interest. *
blood’s a leetle mixed, too. My g
father was a Jersey tenderfoot and
grandmother a Digger Indlan squ
We're both half-breeds, strang

Come and llquor up!'"—Clnclon
Enjuirer.
NERVE.
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“Excuse me, can 1 speak to yo
typewriter a moment?”
“You cannot; she's engaged.”
“That's all right; I'm the (fello
she's engaged to.”

Sees Extinction of Tuberculosis.

Dr. Willlam Osler says: “Whetb
er tuberculosls will be finally erad
cated is even an open question. [t
a foe that is very deeply lntrenched
in the human race, Very hard It wil
be to eradicate completel,, but when
we think of what has been uone |
one generation, how the mortality Iz
many places has been reduced mo
than 60 per cent.—indeed, In som
places 100 per cent.—it is a battle o
hope, and so long as we are fighting
with hope, the victory is in sight.”

The Novel Type.

In a late magazine story a perfectly
lovely girl is described as follows:
“S8he was very small and dark, and
very active, with hair like the color ot
eight o'clock—daylight and darkness
and lamplight all snared up together,
and lips like all erude scarlet, and
eves as absurdly big and round as a
child's good-by kiss.”

How'do you like it? Would a girl
who answered that description be
worth shucks In everyday experi-
ences?—Atchison Globe.

WON'T MIX
Bad Food and Good Health Won't Mix.

The human stomach stands much
abuse but it won't return good health
if you give it bad food.

If you feed right you will feel right,
for proper food and a good mind Is the
sure road to health,

“A year ago | became much alarmed
about my health for I began to suffer
after each meal no matter how little I
ate,” says a Denver woman.

“l lost my appetite and the very
thought of food grew distasteful, with
the result that I was not nourished
and got weak and thin.

“My home cares were very heavy, for
besldes a large famlily of my own I
have also to look out for my aged
mother. There was no one to shoul-
der my household burdens, and come
what might, I must bear them, and
this thought nearly drove me frantie
when I realized that my health was
breaking down.

“] read an article in the paper about
some one with trouble just like mine be-
ing cured on Grape-Nuts food and act-
ing on this suggestion I gave Grape-
Nuts a trial. The first dish of this
deliclous food proved that [ had struck
the right thing.

“My uncomfortgble feelings in stom-
ach and brain dMappeared as if by
magic and in an incredibly short space
of time I was myself again. Since
then I have galned 12 pounds in
weight through a summer of hard
work and realize I am a very different
woman, all due to the splendid food,
Grape-Nuts,"

“There's a Reason.” Trial will prove.

Read the famous little book, “The
Road to Wellville," In pkga.

Ever read the above letier? A new
one appears from time to time. They

are gennlne, tree, sad full of hamans
laterest,




